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PREFACE. 
_——_D ER 


] ou it an indispensible duty to mention some circumstances, which 
gave birth to the following scenes, wherein I shall not only indulge my 
pride, but, perhaps, in some degree, palliate the boldness, and (as it 
may be thought by many) presumption of my undertaking, | 


The fable and conduct of this Tragedy were projected as long ago as 
the year 1761, by the late Mr. Shenstone, at his sweet retirement, the 
Leasowes, in Warwickshire. Herein consists my pride, that I enjoyed 
a happy (but too short) intimacy with that amiable and accomplished 


* 

In the summer of the same year, * Mr. Shenstone had been present 
at the performance of a hasty alteration of Mr. Hawkins's tragedy of 
Henry and Rosamond, which I produced at the theatre at Birmingham, 
for the temporary use of a particular friend. Undigested and imperfe& 
as it was, that excellent judge said, there was a pathos in the story, 
which notwithstanding the defects of the drama, made the representa- 
tion very pleasing; and he signified his wonder, that such an affecting 
and popular tale should not have found its way to the stage. Hence 
arose many conversations on the subject, all which terminated in his 
advising me to make the story my own,. The known kindness of his 
heart, perhaps gave me credit for greater abilities, than I really posses- 
sed. He continued to encourage me with a warmth which flatters me 
in the recollection; and, after I had left Warwickshire, obliged me with 
several letters to the same purpose, which I still preserve as valuable 


relics. 


In one of those letters he suggested the character of the Abbot; in 
order, as he said, to add a little more business to a story, which other. 
wise might be too barren to furnish matter for five acts. It may easily 
be supposed I forthwith adopted his idea, and carefully treasured in my 
mind every sentiment he let fall on this, as well as other subjects; and 
I can say, with great truth, that among the many conversations I enjoy. 
ed with that excellent man, I never knew one from which I did not 
derive considerable instruction, as well as delight. 


The unexpected loss of this most estimable friend“ (Which will ever 


— — — 


* See Mr. Shenstone's Letter, No. 105, to Mr, Graves, Sept. 14, 1761. 
* He died Feb. 11, 1763+ 


iv | PREFACE, 


be lamented by all who knew him) dispirited me from the undertaking, 
and I laid aside my plan, together with all his letters, till the beginning 
of last year. The scheme itself, it is true, had often in the interval, 
occurred to my remembrance, but a doubt of my ability to execute it, 
even in a passable manner, deterred me from the attempt. 


Mrs. Hartley's arrival at Covent-Garden Theatre, and the warm soli. 
citations of a friend, induced me once more to resume the desi 
The happy suitability (if I may be allowed the phrase) of her figure, to 
the description of Rosamond (as may be found in Dr. Percy's amusing 
and instruftive collection of old ballads, Vol. ii. page 1g7) viz. 


Her crisped lockes, like threads of golde, 
Appcear'd to each man's sight; 


assisted by the softness and gentleness of her demeanour, encouraged 
me, at length, to make the attempt; and the universal approbation 
given by the public to her appearance, manner and performance, on the 
first representation of this play, happily convinced me I was not singu- 
lar in my opinion. 


In the general execution of the piece I have paid a particular atten. 
tion to the old ballad, and endeavoured at a simplicity of style, both 
which Mr. Shenstone earnestly recommended. I am not conscious of 
any fyrther helps, except having adopted the idea (not the matter) of an 
interview between the- king and Clifford in- the monastery, from Mr, 
Hawkins. \ , ; 


I had originally made Clifford die of a broken heart, under the sanc. 
tion of the death of king Lear, as originally drawn by that great master 
of human nature, Shakespeare; but the general opinion of the public, 
and the persuasions of my friends, induced me to vary my design in the 
representation. 


1 have little further to add, but my intreaties that the reader will be 
pleased to judge with lenity, What was undertaken with diffidence. 


Advised, assisted, and encouraged as I was originally, to this under- 
taking, by the possessor of such eminent abilities, and such benignity 
of disposition, I seek no living patron, but pride myself in having this 
opportunity to dedicate my humble production, 


With the warmest affection 
and gratitude, 


Jation 


n the 


ingu- 


— — 
— — 


WILLIAM SHENSTONE, 


WxSTMINSTER, 
January 17, 1774 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 


THE Author would justly incur the charge of ingratitude were 
he not to return his warmest acknowledgments to the Public ſor 
their very .indulgent reception and continued encouragement of 
this Play; to Mr. Colman for his spirited and deservedly-ad- 
mired Epilogue; and to the Perſormers for their zeal and assi- 
duity in the study and support of their respective characters. 
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PROLOGUE, 


— — — . . ———GCCY 


—x* 


Written and Spoken by the Author, 


LONG time oppress'd with painful doubts and fears, 


At length the dread decitive hour appears, 

The awful trial comes! and here I stand, 

T' abide the verdic of my native land. 

Will nat the judge himself for fawour plead, 
When the poor trembling culprit owns the deed ; 
When in false arts he scorns to seek tupport, 

But throws him on the mercy of the court ? 


Such is my state, whom wild ambition draws 
To stand the judgment of dramatic laws ; 
Bold the attempt (and, much I fear, in vain} 
That I, the humblest in the mutet train, 
Should dare produce, in this nice-judging age, 
My own weak efforts on the dangerous stage! 


Had I the tligbtest touch of plaintive Rowe, 
Ilhose numbers oft have bade your sorrows flow, 
Your plandit undirmay'd I might implore, 

And Rosamond might plead like hapless Shore: 


But as it is, your kindness be my friend, 
For that alone I sue—-to that I bend. 
If by an artles tale—in artless strain, 

A mild and patient hearing 1 obtain, 
And, my poor labours o'er, behold ye part 
Vith unpain'd ear and undisgusted heart, 
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CC — — 
*T avere triumph and delight! but if the lays, 

Deterve your censure, which atpir d to praite, 

Ewv'n to your kindness will I not pretume, 

Nor strive to deprecate my proper doom 

This sole indulgence let my fault procure, 

Mildly inflia, submizcsive I endure. 

S q Y ———————————————ůpů——p— — — —ʃ—ö 


; Dramatis Personae. 


COVENT-GARDEN. 

Men. 
Hz NR II. ling of England, - - - Mr. Smith. 
Paince Henzy, - - - , - Mr. Wroughton. 
CL1rronp, father to Rocamond, - - Mr. Hull. 
ABBOT, - - - - 2 Mr. Clarke. 
SAL1SBURY, = — - - - - Mr, Gardner, 
VzRULAM, - - - - - - Mr, R. Smith. 


Lz1CxsTER, - - - - - - Mr. Thompson. 


Women. 
Quzzn ELzanon, - - ” - Miss Miller. 
RosamoNnD, - - - - - - Mrs. Hartley. 
ETHELINDA, - — — - — Mrs. Poussan. 
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HENRY THE SECOND; 


OR, THE 


FALL OF ROSAMOND, 


ACT I. SCENE I. 


An Apartment in Salisbury's Haute Enter CiirzorD ard 
SALISBURY, 
Clifford. 
| OALISBURY, no more; seek not with empty words 
To talk down grief like mine; hadst thou a child, 
Whom thy fond heart had dwell'd and doated on, 
As mine on Rosamond, and felt'st the pang 
Of seeing her devote her matchless beauty 
To lawless love, her dignity and virtue | 
To infamy, and shame, thou wouldst not brook 
Vain consolation, 
Sal. Judge not I esteem 
Thy suff rings light, or think thy pains will yield 
To cold philosophy. 
Clif. No——wouldst thou ease 
The tortur'd wretch, thou must sit down beside him, 
Shed tear for tear, in sympathizing silence; 
List to the tale which sorrow loves to tell, 
And, by partaking the distressful caugeg/ , 
Sooth the strong woe that will not be controul'd, 
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Sal. Give thy full bosoth vent, thy friend ghall wait 


With patient and participating heart. 


AZ I, 


Cl;F. I ask but that; for shouldst thou weary language, 


Ransack the stores of subtle sophistry, 

For deepest arguments my simple answer 
Confutes and baffles all ve lost my child. 

Sal. I grant it, lord, and meant alone to stand 

A friendly mediator twixt thyself 

And the o'er-ruling tumults of thy mind. 

I dread their violence. Did'st thou not talk 


Of vengeance and redress? Whence should they spring? 


Where wouldst thou point them ? Say, is this a time 
To add to Henry's troubles ? now, when dark 
Intestine feuds and foreign foes combine 
To shake his throne and peace? 

Clif. Cousin, thou call'st 
A blush to these old cheeks at the bare thought 
Of what thy words imply. Think'st thou I mean, 
Had this weak arm the highest power of vengeance, 
To stain my native land with civil slaughter ? 
No, Heaven forefend ! nor should a danger reach 
My sovereign's sacred life. Were there a wretch 
Accurs'd enough to raise his trait'rous arm 


*Gainst Henry's breast, Clifford would rush between, 


Oppose himself to the assassin's point, 
And glory in the death that sav'd his king, 
Sal. My mind's at peace. 
Cliff. So rest it, noble Salisbury ! 
Shall I be plain, and tell thee all my weakness ? 
*Spite of ungrateful Henry's perfidy, 
I love him still, I love this royal robber. 
In early youth I led him to the field, 
Train'd his advent'rous spirit, shar'd his dangers, 
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And by his side maintain'd my country's honour, 
In many a gallant feat; Oh, hard return! 
How hath he paid this love! 
Sal. When headlong passions 
Mislead him not from his instinctive greatness, 
How noble shews he! wisdom, learning, policy, 
Inform his mind, and gen'rous honour sways it, 
Cliff. Where was it fled, that guardian of man's heart, 
When, with insiduous arts, in evil hour, 
He lur'd my chaste, my duteous Rosamond 
From virtue and obedience ? Was she not 
All that a parent's fondest wish could form ? 
In vain her modest grace and diffidence | 
Bore the dear semblance of her mother's sweetness, 5 
And promis'd an unsullied length of days. 
She's lost, and the bright glories of our line 
Are stain'd in her disgrace. 
Sal. The love of goodness 
Not wholly leaves the breast that error stains, 
But oft abides, a wholesome monitor, 
To call the miserable culprit back 
To its forsaken laws. So may it fare 
With her. Tis true the king, when in her sight, 
Engrosses all her thoughts; but, in her secret 
And solitary hours, sad she regrets 
Her ruin'd innocence, and mourns that love 
Which led her to destroy a father's peace, 
And stain the honours of a spotless line. 
Cliff. To save her from a deeper plunge in guilt 
Is all my present purpose; 'gainst the king, 
No other weapon do I wish to use, 
But those which best become the manly heart, 
Reason and conscience; let him give her back 
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Stain'd and dishonour'd as the mourner is, 

Let him restore her to these aged arms; 

I ask no more. 
Sal. Unfold thy utmost wish, 

And if a friend's assistance may avail, 

Command thy kinsman's warmest services. 
Clif. Conceal my being here; let not the king 

Know Clifford treads these bounds ; he must be won 

To my discourse, unconscious who I am, f 

I have devis'd a means —enquire not now, 

But patient aid me, and await the issue. 

I have good hopes that all the gen'rous fires, 

Which warm'd his noble heart, are not extinct; 

If so, I may once more embrace my child, 

My still dear Rosamond,—Blame not my weakness, 

I come not to inflit but banish pain; 

T' awaken in her breast a just remorse 

For her past failings ; and entice her steps 

To some serene abode, where penitence 

And contemplation dwell, and jointly soothe 

The contrite sinner's mind, with glowing hope 

Of Heaven's indulgence, and returning peace. [ Exennt. 


SCENE II. 


A retir'd Grove belonging to the Palace. Enter Prince Henzy 
and LEICESTER, 


Prince. My spirit will not brook it! What avails 
The empty name and title of a king, 
Without imperial pow'r ? why with his son 
Divide his throne, unless he meant to grant 
A share of that supreme authority, 


Aa J. 
Which only lends stability to greatness 
And gives its highest lustre ? to be caught 
With the gay tinsell'd garb of royalty, 
Befits an ideot only ; let him know 
That Henry's son inherits Henry's pride, 
And may in time, with daring hand, assume; 
What now he is debarr'd. | 
Leic. Your wrongs are great; \ 
But be not too precipitate and rash, 
Lest you therein defeat the means by which 
You wish to gain, Beware, the watchful eye 
Of curiosity besets our paths ; 
Speak not so loud: 
Prince. What danger? Shou'd the king 
Himself o'er-hear, confront me face to face, 
I would not shrink ; mine eye should not abate 
Its angry fire, nor my sunk heart recall 
The smallest drop of that indignant blood 
That paints my glowing cheek ; but I would speak, 
Avow, proclaim, and boast my settled purpose. 
I have a double cause to urge me on, 
A royal mother's wrongs join'd to my own. 
Do 1 not see her injur'd, scorn'd, abandon'd, 
For the loose pleasures of a wanton's bed, 
His beauteous minion, whom embower'd he keeps 
In Woodstock's mazy walks? Shall he do this 
Unnotic'd, unreproach'd, yet dare to check 
My honest ardour ? He hath yet to learn, 
That parent who expects his son to walk 
Within the decent pale of rigid duty, 
Should keep a heedful watch o'er his own steps, 
And by his practice well enforce the doctrine 
He means to have him learn, 
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Leic. Yet check this passion, 
And hear the dictates of my cooler mind. 
Is not the council here conven'd this morn, 
By Henry's order, to debate the courtesy 
Of the French monarch, who even now invites 
Thy royal presence to his gallant court, 
On friendly visit ? 

Prince. Yes—and here the partner | 
In England's throne waits, till their mighty wisdoms 
Shall have determined what his course must be, 
And deign to call him in; waits like a servile 
And needy pensioner, that asks a boon. 

Leic. Again you lapse into this wild extreme. 
Forget a while ambition and revenge, 

And court cool wisdom ; act the politician ; 
Play to their humours, yield to their decrees ; 
Use this French journey, as the happy step 

To mount to your desires, —Tho' here depriv'd 
Of Pow'r, in Normandy your half-king title 
Enables you to scatter favours round, 

Such as shall gain you popular applause, 

And win your subjects“ hearts This point obtain'd, 
All you can ask is yours; you may command 
Where now you sue, and Henry's self may fear 
Your potency, and grant your highest wish. 

Prince. By Heav'n thou hast inflam'd my eager soul 
With bright imaginations of renown, 
Of conquest and ambition ; I a while 
Will try to sooth this proudly-swelling heart, 
Into mild heavings, and submissive calms, 
For this great purpose. 

Leic. To your aims devoted, 
I'll privily away, and meet you there; 


43 J. 
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An unbeseeming lesson; let the cause, 

The noble motive, consecrate the means. 

Remember, Eleanor, thou fall'st a-while, - 

To rise more glorious ; to record thy name 

Amid che fairest legends of renown, 

A brave avenger of thy sex's wrongs. [ Exit. 
Abb. Go, —shallow woman thy impatient soul, 

That mounts to frenzy at each slight surmise 

Of injury, makes thee a precious tool 

For deep-laid policy to work withal. 

The prince must here abide——his tow'ring pride, 

And Leicester's hot and enterprizing genius, 

Assisted by my subtle aid, may raise 

A storm that shall destroy this haughty king, 

This poison to our cause and holy order. 

Henry, thou know'st not what a foe thou hast 

In this un-mitigable breast my soul 

Abhors thee, and will never know repose, 

Till thou hast fall'n a victim to my rage. 

The greatest, noblest cause inspires my deeds ! 

Look down, oh, sainted Becket! with delight, 

On thy true servant! let thy blessed spirit 

Assist my purpose, while I seek revenge 

On him who dar'd insult our holy faith, 

By instigating sacrilegious hands | 

With thy dear blood to stain our hallow'd sbrines. [ Exit, 


— k — 
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ACT II. SCENE J. 
—— 


An Apartment in the Palace, Enter the Kix e and VERrULAN, 


| King. 

T zvs, Verulam, and it must be thy care 
To check this growing pride, which mounts 80 fast, 
And, like the forward sapling. boldly strives 
To emulate the lofty cedar's height, 
Which long hath tower'd in unrivall'd strength, 
The glory of the world. 

Ver. That zeal and love, 
Which hitherto hath won my master's confidence, 
Long as the life-blood warms this aged heart, 
Shall be employed to serve him ; but this asks 
The nicest caution ; soft advice must sooth 
His headstrong spirit, that, on the least surmise 
Of an usurp'd authority, would start 
Aside, indignant of controul. 

King. To thee, 
Thy love and prudence, .we confide the whole: 
Thy polish'd sense, thy knowledge of mankind, 
And long experience, render thee most fic 
For this great ta. 

Ver. The time of his departure, 
Is it yet fix'd ? 

King. On our decree alone 
That point depends ; he shall with speed away ; 
These rude commotions, that assail us round, 
May call us from our realm; should it prove so, 


Hie must not here remain; his stay were fatal. 


Ver. Not so, I hope, my liege. 
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King, Prudence enjoins 
Our strictest caution. What his own ambition 
Might of itself attempt, we cannot say; 
But there's a farther danger to be ſear d. 

Ver. His virtues will defend him from such deeds 
As honour and obedience must alike 
Condemn ; and he has virtues which, I trust, 
Will cast a lustre o'er his rising years, 
When the slight indiscretions of his youth 
Are buried in oblivion, 

King. I trust so too. 
Vet, Verulam, where splendid virtues grow 
Great errors also shoot; his time of life 
Is now in that capricious, wavering state, 
When the soft bosom is susceptible 
Of ev'ry new impression; his colleague, 
(From whom we wish him sunder'd) subtle Leicester, 
Is ever at his ear, watchful to seize 
Th' unguarded moment of the youthful heart, 
When dark insinuations may prevail 
Upon his ductile mind. Be thou in readiness, 
On our first notice. 

Ver. This important point, 
Which waited only, what this morn hath given, 
The council's sanction, hath been long debated. 
] am prepar'd, my liege. 

King, Behold our son! 


Enter the PRINCE, 


Henry, the council, zealous for thy welfare, 
The ripe improvement of thy growing virtues, | 
And the successive glories of our line, 

Have by their voices sanctiſied our will, 
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In thy departure hence. Go, reap that profit 
Which the discerning and ingenious mind 


Gains from new climes ; that knowledge of the world, 


Of laws, of customs, policy, and states, 
Which observation yields alone, and books 
And learned guides imperfectly convey. 


Prince. I thank my father's love; the council wisely 


Bend to thy will; they but allot what else 
Had been demanded by the future heir 

And present partner in th' imperial seat. 

My glowing youth and kindling spirit scorn 
To live coop'd up within one scanty bound : 
Would life permit, it were delight to trace 
Each scepter d region of the peopled world; 
To mark, compare, define their various modes, 
And glean the wisdom that results from all. 

King. Blest in th” inheritance of England's throne, 
This ardour well befits thee. Go, my Henry, 
Visit our brother France ; there shine a star 
Of this rich diadem; let the bright dawn 
Of thy young virtues glitter in their eyes; 

Those virtues which shall grace this glorious isle, 
When we are low in dust. 

Prince. And shew a heart 
Prepar'd to vindicate each royal due 
With the last drop that warms its swelling veins. 

King. Spoke with a free-born spirit Vet beware. 
Be not impetuous to grasp at power, 

Nor use it, when obtained, beyond the limits 
Of reason and uprightness; in the monarch 
Do not forget the man. This honest lord, 
An able counsellor and steady friend, 

We make companion of thy expedition; 


Aa II. 
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Will worm myself into each Norman breast; 
Pour in their greedy ears your early virtues, 
Your love of them, their interest and honour; 
Then join in any hardy enterprise 
That fore- thought can suggest, and win che palm, 
Or die beside thee. 

Prince. Generous, gallant friend ! 
I have not words to thank thee—to my breast 
Let me receive the guardian of my glory, 
In full assurance that his noble friendship 
Shall never be forgot. 

Leic. Behold, the queen 
She moves this way. 

Prince, I will retire a-while ; 
I would not meet her, till this hop'd departure 
Be fix'd irrevocably, lest her fond 
Maternal love and softness might prevail 
O'er that instinRive yielding in the breast, 
Which nature wakens when a mother ues, 
And win some promise from my pliant heart, 
That I should scorn to break, 

Leic. What if I try 
To win her to our cause? The frequent wrongs, 
Which fire her haughty mind, join'd to affection 
For her young Henry, may engage her help 
In any scheme that promises revenge; 
But soft the present is no time for that: 
For with her comes that busy meddling abbot, 
That dealer in dark wiles, who rules and guides 
The consciences of all who weakly crouch 
To his mock- sanctity. I will avoid him 
Even now some mischief broods within his mind! 
Perhaps tow'rd me; for he, of late, hath shewn me 
- 
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Marks of respect and courtesy, wherein 

He was not wont to deal. Time only will 
Explain the object of his present aims, 

For in his proteus- face, or even his words, 

No smallest trace of what employs his thoughts 


Can ever be descry d. [Exits 
Enter Qu EN and ABBOr. 

Queen. Tell me no more : 
Of long-protrated schemes and tedious wiles ; . Ge 
My soul is all impatience ; Talk to me . At 
Of vengeance, speedy vengeance, 

Abb. What can be 


Devis'd to punish, pain, and mortify, 
Beyond what is enjoin'd on Henry's head ? 
Though distant from the venerable shrine 
Where martyr'd Becket's sacred blood was spill'd, 
Is he exempt from penance ? Doth not here 
Our careful mother-church pursue her foe ? 
Is he not nightly doom'd to tread the lone 
And solemn isles of Ida's holy house, 
In deep atonement for the barb'rous fall 

Of that dear murder'd saint? 

Queen, And what atones 
For Eleanor's loud wrongs, her murder'd peace? 
Will all the penances e er yet devis'd 
By dronish priests, relieve my tortur'd heart ? 
Will they recall my Henry's truant love, | 
Or blast the charms of that deluding witch, | 
Who lures him from me? This is the redress | 
Which Eleanor demands—this the revenge 
Alone, which she can condescend to take, 

Abb. Nor is this past my bope to purchase for you: 
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My thoughts, devote to you and your repose, 
Continually labour for your good. 

Alas! you know not, mighty queen, the sighs 

My heart has heav'd, the tears mine eyes have shed, 
For your injurious treatment; and, even now, 
Would you but bid your just resentment cool, 

I think the wish'd occasion is at hand, 

That gratifies your most enlarg'd desire. 


Queen. Thy words are balsam to my wounded peace. 


Go on, go on; dwell on this pleazing strain, 
And I will worship thee. 
Abb. Is not the council 
Conven'd by Henry ? Do they not decree 
Your darling son shall strait for France? 
Queen, Ay, there 
Again is England's queen insulted, mock'd— 
Have I no right of choice? shall the dear boy, 
Whose noble spirit feels his mother's wrongs, 
Shall he be banish'd from me, torn away, 
My only comforter ? 
Abb. He must not go. 
You must prevent it—praQtise every art; 
Nay, bid your pride and fierce resentment bend 
To soft request and humblest supplication, 
Ere suffer his departure, 
Queen, Tell me, father, 
How this is to be done. Canst thou speak peace 
To the tumultuous bosom of the deep, 
When the loud tempest tears it? can I meet 
With patient meekness my oppres:ors sight? 
Wear an apparent calmness in my face, 
While heaving an,u.sh struggles i in my mind? 
It will not be. 
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Abb, There are no other means. * 
What though the council urge state- policy, 
And public- good, for their consent herein, Be 
Their inward aim is to oblige the king, Ne 
Who labours this great point. And what's his drift ? Of 
No courteous scheme, to please his brother France; De 
But merely to remove the gallant prince. An 
Queen. Say'st thou ? w 
Abb. He fears a rival in the hearts — 
Of discontented subjects; the brave youth, W. 
With speech undaunted, that disdains disguise, An 
Hath freely spoke your wrongs : hence jealousy 6 
Broods in the king, lest your aspiring son To 
May prove, in time, a bane to his pursuits, Fro 
In wanton dalliance, and illicit love. BY: 


Queen, Is this the end of all his boasted care 
For my son's weal, his happiness and honour ? 
This the great cause his brother France must see 
Th' all- praised heir of England's mighty throne ? 
Oh, Henry ! Whither is thy greatness fled ? 0 
Is thy bold pride, thy majesty of heart, 


Sunk in low stratagems and mean deceits ? In | 
So will it ever be, when perfidy Star 
Pollutes the soul; the sense of honour flies, Of | 
And fraud and meanness fill the vacant seat. Anc 

Abb. Lose not the precious hours in useless reasonings; 1 1 
Speed to the presence; seize the first fair moment: Pa; 
Hang on his garment, clasp his stubborn knees ; = 
Foil art with art, and practise every means 0. 
To win the king from this abhorr'd design. This 

Queen. I go; howe'er ill · suited to the task, = 


1 will essay it—Stoop, exalted heart, 
| A moment stoop ; and, tongue, learn thou a new, 2 
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With the last drop that warms its swelling veins. 

King. Spoke with a free-born spirit - Vet beware. 
Be not impetuous to grasp at power, 
Nor use it, when obtain'd, beyond the limits 
Of reason and uprightness ; in the monarch 
Do not forget the man. This honest lord, 
An able counsellor and steady friend, 
We make companion of thy expedition ; 
Receive him, Henry, from thy father's hand, 
Worthy thy friendship, wear him near thy heart ; 
And, should some hasty warmth mislead thy youth, 

e his white hairs the rev'rend monitor, 

To warn thee back to the neglected path, 
From which thy steps had stray d. 

Prince, I love his virtues, 
And thus receive the man my sire esteems. 

[ Embraces Verulam. 


Enter the QUEEN. 


Queen, Must I then lose him? Is he not my son? 
Or has a mother's tongue no right to plead 
In her own sufferings ? Oh, my lord, my Henry, 
Stand thou between thy wife, and the hard sentence 
Of men, who feel not the soft ties of nature, 
And give me back my boy, | 
King. Madam, forbear ! 
Parental feelings in my bosom sway, 
Strong as in thine, Is he not lost alike 
To Henry as to Eleanor? Subdue 
This unbecoming weakness, that prefers 
Self. satisfaction to the public weal. 
He must away. 
Queen, Alas ! there was a time 
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When Henry's speech had falter'd o'er and o'er, 


Ere he had utter'd, with determin'd breath, 
So harsh a sentence. Is that time forgot? 


ay, turn not from me, Henry! doth thy heart 


Shame to avow the guests it harbour'd once, 
Fond love and gentle pity ? 
Prince. Cease, my mother, 
Oh, cease to interrupt my course of glory; 
I go but for a season, to return 
More worthy thy endearments, 
Queen, Art thou, too, 
A traitor to my peace ? And dost thou wish 
To fly a mother's arms? To leave her here, 
Helpless and unprotected! Oh, my son! 
Oppose not thou my wish, but rather join 
To melt a father's heart. 
King. T were useless, madam ; 
Think who thy husband is, and what his ties, 
How light, how wavering must he appear 
In public eyes, should he abjure the point 
He hath just labour d] Recollect thyself.— 
Thou canst not wish him so to slight the claims 
Of wisdom and of honour, 
Queen. Nor the claims, 
The soft'ning duties of domestic life ; 
The claims of happiness, of inward peace, 
Which long my heart hath sigh'd for. 
King. Eleanor, 
Once more, remember who we are; a king, 
That will not brook to be arraign'd and school'd 
For petty indiscretions ; Henry judges 
His own mis-doings, and the chastisement 
Must be inflited by his conscious mind, 
Not the bold railings of another's tongue. 
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Queen. I will be mild, be patient, be advis'd ; 
I do recall my words, revoke each free, 
Each hasty breath of my unguarded speech, 
Which hath offended thee ; henceforth I bend 
My temper to thy will, thy nicest wish, 
So I max keep my son. 
Ring. No more - thou askest 
What cannot be. 
Queen. Thus lowly on my knee 
Will I turn suppliant for him. 
King. Oh, forbear! 
That posture ill becomes us both. I grieve 
Thou shouldst be so importunate, for what 
We must not, cannot, will not grant. 
Queen. For this 
Have I debas'd myself? Hath England's queen 
Bent lowly to the earth, to be denied 
A suit, the mother had a right to claim? 
My heart swells high, indignant of the meanness, 
And scorns itself for such servility. 
King. Prefer a proper suit, thou canst not ask 
What Henry shall refuse. 
Queen, Oh no! Thy grants, 
Thy kind consenting smiles, thy soothing accents, a 
Thy love, thy faith, are all withdrawn from Eleanor, 
And given to another; conscious shame 
Ober- powers me, while I own they once were dear: 
But I will now forget them, rase them out 
From my officious mem'ry, which hath dard 
To call them back to my insulted heart. 
King, Well doth this railing, which thy fury promis'd, 
Warn us to part; our kindness meant to give 
Some days indulgence to the mother's feelings, 
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Queen, I scorn both that and thee. 

Prince. | Atide.] My bosom swells, 
Impatient of her wrongs—down, down, a while, 
The time—the time will come— 

King. Lord Verulam, 

Prepare thee, on the instant; he shall hence 
Before yon sun decline. If thou hast aught 

Of love or duty for thy mother's ear, 

Thou hast free licence, Henry, to employ 

The present moments in that pious office ; 

Yet take good heed—let not a woman's weakness 
Melt thy resolves, and tempt thee to forget 

The debt thou ow'st thy country and thy king. 


[ Exit with Verulam, 


Prince. Restrain those precious drops, my dearest mother, 
That trembling stand in thy swoll'n eyes, and shew 
Like the full bubblings on the fountain's brim, 
Pressing to pass their bounds; abate this grief, 
And bid thy bosom rest. 

Qzeen, If thou behold'st 
One tear disgrace mine eye, fierce indignation, 

Not grief, hath call'd it forth—away, away— 
Seem not solicitous about a cause 

That pains thee not; thou art no more a son, 
No more a comfort to thy mother's woe. 

Prince. Oh, by the hopes I have of future fame, 
I do not merit these ungentle terms. 

Revoke thy words—resume those gentle strains, 
Which wont to fall upon thy Henry's ear, 
And nature's feelings will unsluice my heart 

In blood to thy complainings. 

Queen. Art not thou 
Join'd with the rest, a foe to my repose? 
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See'st thou not how thy mother is neglected, 
Abandon'd, scorn'd ? Yet thou canst yield obedience 
To the decrees of him who thus insults me, 

And leave me to my wrongs, 

Prince, Can I oppose 
A parent's absolute command? Oh, madam! 
Think on my state, how critically nice; 

Twixt two such urgent claims, how hard to judgel 
I must resist a king and father's power, 

Or seem neglectſul of a mother's woes. 

Judge me not so; even while I own the strength 
Of this imperial mandate, and prepare 

To speed for France, I feel for your afflictions, 
Lament your helpless state, and could, with joy, 
Yield up my life, to save you from disgrace. 

Queen. There spoke my son again! Oh, my dear Henry! 
If thy soul's truth confirms these precious words, 
(And that it does, I trust that starting tear) 

Reflect what further must betide my life, 

What future hoards of misery and shame 

Fate hath to pour upon my wretched head. 

My share in the imperial seat, my life 

Even now, perchance, is doubtful; all ills threaten ; 
And when the mighty measure is complete, 

When every breast, but thine, is callous tow'rd me, 
Must I call out in vain fot my defender ? 

Or must I yield my spitit to my wrongs, 

And poorly die beneath them ? 

Prince. Ere the hour 

Arrive, that should behold that dire event, 

I would myself redress thee, would excite 

My Norman subjects in thy just defence ; 

Would head them, and oppose my vengeful sword 
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Queen, I scorn both that and thee. 

Prince. | Aside.] My bosom swells, 
Impatient of her wrongs—down, down, a while, 
The time—the time will come— 

King. Lord Verulam, 
Prepare thee, on the instant; he shall hence 
Before yon sun decline. If thou hast aught 
Of love or duty for thy mother's ear, 
Thou hast free licence, Henry, to employ 
The present moments in that pious office ; 
Yet take good heed—let not a woman's weakness 
Melt thy resolves, and tempt thee to forget 
The debt thou ow'st thy country and thy king. 

[ Exit with Verulam, 

Prince. Restrain those precious drops, my dearest mother, 
That trembling stand in thy swoll'n eyes, and shew 
Like the full bubblings on the fountain's brim, 
Pressing to pass their bounds ; abate this grief, 
And bid thy bosom rest. 

Qxeen, If thou behold'st | 
One tear disgrace mine eye, fierce indignation, 
Not grief, hath call'd it forth—away, away— 
Seem not solicitous about a cause 
That pains thee not; thou art no more a son, 

No more a comfort to thy mother's woe. 

Prince. Oh, by the hopes I have of future fame, 
I do not merit these ungentle terms. 

Revoke thy words—resume those gentle strains, 
Which wont to fall upon thy Henry's ear, 
And nature's feelings will unsluice my heart 

In blood to thy complainings. 

Queen. Art not thou 
Join'd with the rest, a foe to my repoxe ? 
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See'st thou not how thy mother is neglected, 
Abandon'd, scorn'd ? Yet thou canst yield obedience 
To the decrees of him who thus insults me, 

And leave me to my wrongs, 

Prince, Can I oppose 
A parent's absolute command ? Oh, madam! 
Think on my state, how critically nice; 

Twixt two such urgent claims, how hard to judgel 
I must resist a king and father's power, 
Or seem neglectſul of a mother's woes. 

udge me not so; even while I own the strength 

f this imperial mandate, and prepare 
To speed for France, I feel for your afflictions, 
Lament your helpless state, and could, with joy, 
Yield up my life, to save you from disgrace. 

Queen, There spoke my son again! Oh, my dear Henry! 
If thy soul's truth confirms these precious words, 
(And that it does, I trust that starting tear) 

Reflect what further must betide my life, 

What future hoards of misery and shame 

Fate hath to pour upon my wretched head. 

My share in the imperial seat, my life 

Even now, perchance, is doubtful; all ills threaten ; 
And when the mighty measure is complete, 

When every breast, but thine, is callous tow'rd me, 
Must I call out in vain fot my defender ? 

Or must I yield my spitit to my wrongs, 

And poorly die beneath them ? 

Prince. Ere the hour 

Arrive, that should behold that dire event, 

I would myself redress thee, would excite 

My Norman subjects in thy just defence ; 

Would head them, and oppose my vengeful sword 
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To each oppressive breast (save one alone) 
To vindicate thy rights. | 


Enter VERULAM» 

Ver. The king, my Lord, 
Expects you. 

Prince. I attend him strait, [ Exit Verulam, 

Qucen. This haste | 
Hath malice in it. 

Prince. Heed it not, my mother ; 
This journey (if my guess deceive me not) 
Shall be the source of good; and on thy head 
May all that good descend ! Be death my lot, 
So I give peace to thee ! | 

Queen. I will not shame 
Thy noble spirit with weak wom'nish tears, 
Or one disgraceful sigh. Wilt thou remember 
Thy mother's wrongs ? 

Prince. I will. ( 

Queen. Adieu, begone; [Exit Prince. 
Glory and bliss be thine! This gallant boy 
(So my prophetic mind forebodes) shall prove 
My great avenger, and oppression's scourge. 
Perfidious Henry! thou impell'st my soul 
To these extremes ; thou mak'st me what I am. 
Hadst thou continu'd, what I knew thee once, 
Endearing, tender, fond—but hence the thought ! 
Let me shun that, lest my great heart recoil, 
And shrink inglorious from its mighty task. 
Why comes he not? This abbot ! Oh, tis well. 


Enter the ABBOT, 


Where are thy councils now? Thy subtle schemes? 
All weak and un-availing—I am lost; 
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Sunk in my own esteem ; have meanly bent 
Beneath injurious Henry's lordly pride, 
And heard my prayers rejected. 
Abb. Hapless queen 
Thy wrongs, indeed, cry loud. 
Queen, My son's torn from me, 
Abb. I've heard it all. 
Queen. And sat inactive down, 
To wait the slow events of time and chance! 
Abb. Misdeem me not, great queen; I have revoly'd 
Each circumstance with nicest scrutiny ; 
Ev'n from this journey, which we wish'd to thwart, 
Much good may be deriv'd ; if the prince breathe 
The spirit of his mother 
Queen, Peace! my policy 
Hath flown before thee there ; I have explor'd 
His active spirit; found him what I hop'd: 
For me he allies forth; for me returns, 
To vindicate my rights, 
Abb. As we could wish ; 
And a sharp spur, to forward his designs 
In any daring enterprize, is Leicester. 
By secret emissaries I have learn d, 
Within this hour, that warm, ambitious friend 
Withdraws from court, and speeds to join the prince 
In Normandy. 
Queen, But what avail these views, 
Of distant vengeance, to my present pangs ? 
Here I endure the bitterness of woe, 
While my curst rival, bane of all my joys, 
Dwells in tranquility and soft content; 
In placid ease, within her fairy-bower, 
Enjoys my Henry's smiles, his fond endearments, 
And vows of love—Ah! due to me alone 
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Abb. That dream shall vanish quickly. 

Queen, Say'st thou, father? 

Abb. This very evening, my religious function 
Demands me at the fair-one's bower. 

Qzeen.\ The fiend's — 


Abb. To thy sole use the time shall be employ'd, 


I will awaken in her tim'rous mind 
The dangers of her state; load her with scruples ; 
Then work her temper to some dang'rous scheme, 
That shall undo her favour with the king, 
Queen. Its nature peak 
Abb. Tax me not, gracious mistress, 
To farther explanation Let me have 
The triumph and delight to pour at once 
My subtle scheme, and its desir'd success, 
In thy enraptur'd ear. 
Queen. Enough—go on, 
And give me this great comfort ; let me hear 
The sorceress is sundered from his arms. 
Work me this miracle renown, and wealth, 
Unbounded power, and royal patronage 
Shall be thy great reward. 
Abb. For wealth and power 
I on myself alone depend—vain dreamer! 
Who weakly canst suppose I toil for thee. 
No, I have further, higher views, beyond 
Thy feeble stretch; the supple Rosamond 
Shall prove a greater bane to thy repose, 
Than thou div in'st; her will 1 instigate, 
With her soſt blandishments and witching phrase, 
To practice on her lover, till she lure him 
To cast thee from thy regal dignities, 
Dixorce thee from his bed and throne; that done, 


Ad II. 


[Exit, 
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Th' enchantress rises to the vacant seat; 

Thus one great point of my desire is gain'd ; 

Power uncontroulable awaits my nod : 

This gewgaw, dazzl'd with her pomp, shall 

Rule the king, and I rule all, by ruling her. . [ Exit. 
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SCENE II. 


Changes to a Cloiter. Enter Crir tons, dretied as an Abbot, 
Cliff. Thou garb, for holy purposes design'd, 

Assist my honest artifice ; conceal " 

My aged form from recollection's trace, 

And be my passport to my mourning child, 

I'll hallow thee with gratitude and tears. 

This is the awful hour, if right I learn, 

When in these solemn isles the royal Henry 

Treads, pilgrim- like, these flints, and pours his soul 

In sighs for murder d Becket—where, alas ! 

Where are the deep laments, the bitter tears, 

Which he should shed for Clifford's ruin d peace! 

He comes, the great disturber of my breast, 

Ev'n noble in his guilt !—my heart avows 

The fond affection that I bore his youth, 

And melts within me.—Let me shun his sight 

A moment, to retrieve my sinking spirit. [ Retires, 


Enter the K1nc, as a Pilgrim. 


King. Must it be ever thus? «till doom d to tread 
This sullen course, and for a bitter foe ? 
Becket, tho' in his grave, torments me still. 
And what avails it him, who sleeps unconscious 
Of my forc'd penance ? Heart, resume thy strength 
| E 
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Rouse thee! resist the bigot impgsition, 
And be thyself again. | 
Clif. Who thus vents forth [ Advancing, 
His sore disquiets ? 


King. What is he who asks ? 

If yon expiring lamp deceive me not, 
Thy garb betokens a religious function. 

Clif. Thou judgest well. 

King. Inform me, holy guide, 

What boot the punishments your laws enjoin ; 
Self. castigation, balmy sleep renounc'd, 
And lonely wand' rings o'er the rugged flint, 
Through the long-cloister'd isle ? 

Ci. Much, pious stranger, 

Much they avail : within these silent walls 

Chaste contemplation dwells ; this hallow'd gloom 
Inspires religious musings, ardent prayer, 
Which, by their fervid impulse, waft the soul 

Of erring man, above this vale of weakness, 

And teach him to regain, by heavenly aid, 

What he had forfeited by human frailty. | 

King. Divinely spoke! but well may'st thou declaim 
On their utility, who ne'er hast felt 
Their harsh severities—Thou haply canst 
Produce the legend of a life unstain'd. 

Clif, No—would to Heaven I had that boast ; but rank d 
Mongst error's sons, I share the general weakness ; 
Too numerous are my faults ; but one, alas! 
Beyond the rest I mourn—Spare me a moment, 
While I give respite to my swelling grief. 

King. Methinks thou hast involv'd me in a share 
Of thy distress. For what art thou enjoin'd 
This rigid duty, similar to mine? 

Who hath inflicted it? 
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Clif. Myself —my conscience. 
King. Thyself! 

Cliff. The mind that feels its own demerits, 7 5 
Needs no infliction from another's tongue. 5 
King. My ears, my soul, are open to * 

Give me to know thy crime. 
Clif. How can I utter it, 
And not sink down with shame? 
King. Let shame betide | 
The coward heart that will not own its frailties ; 
If there 's a grace in man superior far 
To all beside, it must be that true pride, 
That bids him speak his own misdeeds. Proceed. 
Clif. T had a friend—the darling of my soul 
He lov'd, he honoured me—the trade of war 
He taught my youth ; in many a hardy field 
Have we together fought, asserted England's 
And noble Henry's fame, Henry, the greatest, 
The best of kings! 


King. Oh, painful recollection l [ Aide. 


Thou once hadst such a friend, ungrateful Henry! 
Clif. A length of brotherhood we joy'd together, 
Till all its blessedness was spoil'd by me. 
He had a daughter, beauteous as the eye 
Of fancy ere imagin'd— 
King. Spare me, spare me— 


| Oh, bitter tale! thou hadst a daughter, Clifford! [ Aride, 


Clif. I mark'd her for my on; pour'd the false tale 


Of wily love into her credulous car, 
And won her artless heart. 
King. Tumultuous pangs [ vides 


Rush like a torrent thro' my bursting breast ;— 
My crime, reflected by this stranger's tale, 
Glares frightful on me! Till this hour, I knew not 
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My trespass was $0 great—Oh, with what weak, 
What partial eyes we view our own misdeeds! 
The faults of others are a huge Olympus, 

Our own an Emmet's nest. 

Clif. Heart, heart, be strong [ Avide, 
He muses deeply on it—I have hurt [To the King, 
Thy soſt humanity, I fear, —Perchance | 
Thou hast a daughter, who, like this my victim, 

Hath stray d from virtue's path. 

King. Away, Away— 
can endure no more—O conscience, conscience, [| Avide, 
With what a wild variety of torments 
Thou rushest through my soul Tis all distraction, 

And asks some more than human strength of reason, 
To save me from despair. [ Exit, 

Cl;F. Kind Heaven, I thank thee ; 

His noble nature is not quite extinguish'd, 

He's wounded deep—Oh ! may he but retain 

This sense of the sore pangs he brought on me, 

Till I have rescu'd my repentant child, 

And all my bus'ness in this life is done. Exit. |, 


ACT III. SCENE I. 


—  — — 


An Apartment in the Bower. RosamonD diccovered writing. 
ETHELINDA attending. 


| Rata mond. 
Ir is in vain——my trembling hands deny 
Their wonted office my distracted mind 
Revolves a thousand projects to regain 
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Its vanish'd peace; yet all by turns evade 
My feeble efforts : like the lacid vapours, 
Which rise successive in a summer's sky, 
And court our observation, yet are lost, 
Ere fancy can assign them name or shape, 
Lost in the wide expanse. Ah mel how weak, ; 
How insufficient to its own desires, . 
Is the poor breast which honour hath deserted! 
Ethel. Say, is it ought thy servant can discharge? 
She wishes to relieve thy woe, and shares 
Thy every pang. 
Ros. Thy sympathizing heart 
Hath oft consol'd me, soften'd the rude hour 
Of bitter recollection, and repell'd 
Encroaching 'agony—— My Henry gave thee 
A servant to my use; but thy mild nature, 
So ill adapted to the lowly state 
Wherein thy lot was cast, taught me to change 
That servile title for the name of friend. 
Ethel. Give me that office now, and let me speak 
Thy meanings there. ; 
Ros, I know not what I mean. 
In vain, alas! she strives to please herself, 
Who hath offended virtue. On that paper 
I wish'd to pour my duty to my father, 
Implore his dear forgiveness, beg one blessing, 
Ere yet he sleep in peace——Oh, Rosamond ! 
Well hast thou spoke! for in the grave alone 
Can Clifford rest Peace and repose on earth 
Thine impious offences have deny'd him. 
Ere this, perhaps, he is laid low in dust, 
And his last hours were charg'd with grief and shame. 
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Ethel. Hope better, my fair mistress; raise thy thoughts 


From the dark musings of despondent woe, 
To these bright scenes of happiness and joy. 
Ros. I have no title to them ; these bright scenes 
May give delight to unpolluted breasts, 
But not to mine! "The charmer, happiness, 
Hath long deserted me; with her lov'd mate, 
Seraphic innocence, she wing'd her flight, 
I fear, for ever. This retir'd abode, 


| Grac'd with each ornament inventive fancy 


Can furnish, to allure th' admiring eye, 
Serves but to sting me deeper with remorse ; 
Upon my cheek imprint a stronger glow 
Of conscious shame, reflecting on the cause, 
The wretched cause, that brought me to their view. 

Ethel. These are the dictates of deforming spleen, 
That to the low dejected mind presents 
False and disgustful objects. Henry's absence 
Is the sad source that casts this mournful gloom 
On all around: three days have now elaps d 
Unmark d by him and love; when he arrives, 
The bow'r, the groves, will wear a fairer aspect, 
And all be dress d in beauty and delight. 

Ros. T is true, I try to wear the smile of joy 
In my dear conqueror's sight: nay, I do wear it; 
My heart acknowledges the soft delight 
His presence gives. Had I not lov'd too well, 
I had not been this wretch ! — My soul doats on him ! 
I live but in his looks, - Why was he not 
By Fate ordain'd some rustic villager, 
And I the mistress of a neighbouring cot, 
That we had met as happy equals do, 
And liv'd in pleasures unallay'd by guilt! 
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Ethel. Yet to engage the dear, the tender hours, 
Which royal Henry spares from public toils; 
To call that heart your own, which all agree 
To love and honour; feast upon those smiles, 
Which millions sigh for 
Ras, Cease, my Ethelinda; 
Thou know'st not how thy words afflict my breast. 
Think not, tho' fall'n from innocence, my mind 
Is callous to the feelings of humanity, - 
Of truth, or justice. I reflect full oft, 
Ev'n in my happiest moments, there lives one 
Who has a right to Hengy's every hour ; 
Each tender vow, and each attractive smile: 
I know it, and condemn my feeble heart, 
For yielding to desires all moral laws 
Forbid, and in-born reason disapproves. 
Ethel. You school yourself too harshly, 
Ras. Oh, not $0! 
I have much more to bear. I have not yet 
Learn'd the great duty expiation claims: 
To part, my Ethelinda. 
Ethel. Part! from whom ? 
Ros, From Henry—from the monarch of my heart; 
My wishes' Lord, my all of earthly bliss! 
Thou marvel'st at my words—but it must be; 
It is the sole atonement I can make 
To a fond father's woes, his injur'd fame, 
The tarnish'd glories of a noble line, 
The royal Eleanor's insulted rights, 
And my own conscious, slf-arraigning heart. 
Ethel. Oh! do not flatter that fond heart with hope 
Of such exertive power! Beneath the trial, 
Your strength would fail, your resolution droop; 
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You could not yield him up. 

Ros, By my warm hopes * 
Of mild remission to my great offences, 
I feel my bosom equal to the task, 
Hard as it is; so Henry left me not 
In anger or unkindness, but resign'd me, 
With the dear care of a protecting friend, 
To the soft paths of penitence and peace, 
I would embrace the torment it entail'd, 
And bless him for each pang. 

Ethel. Behold, he comes ! [Exits 


Enter the K1nc. 


King. My Rosamond! my ever-new delight ! 
Receive me to thy arms, enfold me there, 
Where ever-blooming sweets perpetual rise, 
And lull my cares to rest. 
/ Ros. It was not thus 
My Henry us'd to visit this retreat; 
Bright chearfulness was wont to dance around him, 
Complacent sweetness sat upon his brow, 
And soft content beam'd lovely from his eye. 

King. Well thou reprov'st me; I will strive to chace 

The gloomy cloud, that overhangs my spirit, 
Th' effect of public business, public cares. 
(My tell-tale looks, I fear, will speak the pain 
My heart still suffers, from that stranger's converse.) [ Avide. 
Oft do I mourn the duties of my ftation, 
That call my thoughts to them, and claim the hours, 
Which I would dedicate to love and thee, 

Res, I meant not to reproach thee; t was my zeal, 
For the dear quiet of thy mind, that spoke. 
I cannot see the slightest shade of grief 
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Dim the bright lustre of thy cheering eye, 
But apprehension pains me, lest for me 
Thy glory be diminish'd to the world. | 

King. I seek not empty popular acclaims ; 
Thy tender accents falling on mine ear, 

Like rural warblings on the panting breeze, 
Convey more rapture, more supreme delight, 
Than Io-Pzans of a shouting world. 

Ros, To see bright satisfaction glow within 
Thy manly cheek, behold the rising smile, 
And hear thee speak the gladness of thy heart, 
Is my best joy, my triumph, and my pride; 
And yet, my Henry, ought it to be so? 

Still should J listen to the Syren, pleasure, 
While awful Virtue lifts her sober voice, 
And warns my heart of her neglected precepts ? 

King. Forbear, forbear these soft complaints, and speak 
Of rapture ; speak of my improving ardour, 
And thy unceasing love. | 

Ros, Oh! thou divin'st not 
How many heavy hours, and sleepless nights, 
Thy Rose endures! how much my faulty state 
(Bless'd as I am in thee) arraigns my mind ; 
Oft in the bitter hours, when thou art absent, 
My father's image rises to my view, 

Array'd in gloomy grief, and stern reproof. 
Nay, do not eye me with that melting fondness; 
Hast thou not often bade me cast my cares 


On thee, and told me, thou would'st bear them for me? 


Hear then, oh, hear me! for to whom but thee 
Can I unload my heart ? | 
King. Oh, speak not thus. 
Should these sad accents stain the precious moments, 
F 
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When Henry flies from a tumultuous world 
To tranquil joys, to happiness and thee? 
What busy fiend, invidious to our loves, 
Torments thy gentle breast ? 

Ros. Trust me, my Henry, 
This is no sudden gust of wayward temper, 
'Tis reason's impulse: oft hath my heart endur'd 
Afiitive pangs, when my unclouded face 
Hath worn a forc'd and temporary smile, 
Because I would not hurt thy noble mind. 
Advancing time but multiplies my torments, 
And gives them double strength; they will have vent, 
Oh! my protector, make one glorious effort 
Worthy thysel. remove me from thy arms; 
Yield me to solitude's repentant shade. 

King. Renounce thee, did'st thou say? my Rosamond ! 
Were those the words of her and love ? 

Ros. They were; 

It is my love intreats ; that love which o owns 
Thee for its first, its last, its only lord, 

Allow me to indulge it, undisturb'd 

By the sore miseries which now surround me, 
Without the sense of guilt, that fiend who waits 
On all my actions, on my every thought. 

King. By Heaven, I never knew distress till now ! 
Thy accents cleave my soul; thou dost not know 
What complicated agonies and pangs 
Thy cruelty prepares for Henry's heart ! 

He must endure a throe, like that which rends 
The seated earth, ere he can summon strength 
To banish thee for ever from his arms. 
Ros. Think, Conscience; Honour, plead, + 
King, Down, busy fiend: | [ Avide, 
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That stranger's tale, and Clifford's crying wrongs, 
Distract my tortur'd mind—in pity cease— 
I cannot part with thee, 
Ros. A thousand motives 
Urge thy compliance—will not public claims 
Soon call thee from thy realm ? When thou art gone, 
Who shall protect me? Who shall then provide 
A safe asylum for thy Rosamond, 
To guard her weakness from assailing fears, 
And threat'ning dangers ? 
King. What can here alarm thee ? 
Ros. Perpetual apprehensions rise ; perchance 
The poignant sense, how much my crimes deserve, 
Adds to the phantoms ; Conscience-stung I dread 
I know not what of ill. Remove me hence, 
My dearest lord; thus on my knees I sue, 
And my last breath shall bless thee, Give me —_ 
But rescue me from guilt. 
King. What, lead thee forth 
From these once happy walls! yield thee, abandon'd, 
To an unpitying, unprotecting world! 
Then turn, and roam uncomfortably round 
The chang'd abode, explore in vain the bliss 
It once afforded ; like a restless sprite 
That hourly haunts the desolated spot 
Where all his treasure lay! Bid me tear out 
This seated heart, and rend each vital string, 
I sooner could obey thee. 
Ros, Turn, my Henry ; 
Leave me not thus in sorrow ! Canst thou part 
In anger from me ? 
King. Anger!—Oh, thou sweet one! 
Witness these pangs !—1I cannot, will not lose thee 
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Ros. Confirm my pardon then; pitying, reflect 
*Tis the first hour I e'er beheld thy frown. 
Forgive me—Oh, forgive me! 

King. Spare me—spare 
A moment's thought to my distraQted soul, 
To ease the throbs, and hush the swelling tumults, 
Which my fond love would fain conceal from thee, 

Thou exquisite tormentor ! [ Exit, 
Res. Heaven sooth thy suff ring mind, restore thy peace, 
And win thy yielding spirit to my prayer! | | 

For it must be—the blow must be endur'd, dB 
Though nature tremble. at it—Heaven requires it : 

I hear the sacred voice, that claims aloud 
Atonement for its violated laws, 

When I am sunder'd from him, ne'er again 

To feast my eyes on his lov'd form, or share 

His converse more, it will be then no sin, 

Nor Heav'n nor man can be offended then, 

If sometimes I devote a pensive hour 

To dwell upon his virtues ; or, at night, 

When sleep, like a false friend, denies his comfort, 
I bathe my solitary couch with tears, 

And weary Heaven for blessings on his head, 


Enter the AsBoT., 


Abb, Health to the fair, whose radiant charms diffus 
Bright beams around, and shame meridian day 
With rival lustre and superior beauty ! 
Ros, Alas, good father, my dejected heart, 
IIl- suited now to flattery's soothing breath, 
Is wrapp'd in other thoughts. 
Abb. An old man's praise 
Is of small worth ; nor should'st thou term it flatt'ry 


ils 


Az II. OR, THE FALL OF ROSAMOND, 45 


The approbation which the ready tongue 
Spontaneous utters, at thy beauties sight. 
But thy sad eyes are swoln with tears, I trust 
They flow from holy motives, 

Ros. Thou hast oft 
Preach'd, in persuasive accents, the great duty 
Of combating temptation; teaching virtue 
To gain dominion o'er assailing passions, 
And with her pious firmness guard the breast. 

Abb. I have, fair daughter. 

Ros. These thy holy precepts, | 
My melancholy heart, I hope, hath learn'd ; 
The self- convicted mourner hath resolv'd 
To turn from guilt's delusive dang'rous way, 
And seek the penitential paths of peace. 

Abb, Explain thyself, my pupil; lay meanings 
Clear to my view. 

Ros. I have resolv'd to leave 
This culprit-state of unchaste, lawless love, 
And, in some solitude's protecting shade, 
Atone, by future purity of liſe, 

My errors past. 

Abb. Tis nobly purpos'd, daughter; 
Worthy the precepts I have given thy youth, 
And the great efforts of exalted virtue: 

But why retire to moaping solitude ? 

The heart is weak that finds itself unable, 

In any situation, to repent 

Its past misdeeds ; it is the principle, 

And not the place, atones ; we may be good, 
And yet abide in active, cheerful life ; 

There are a thousand pleasures and delights 
Not inconsistent with the strictest truth 

And sanRity of mind, 
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Ros. It may be so, 
And such may be indulg'd, by those whose lives 
Have ne'er been branded with a flagrant crime ; 
But wretches like myself, whom conscience taxes 
With violated chastity and justice, 
Have forfeited those rights, 
Abb, J like not this— 
She dares debate—She judges for herself — 
I must restrain this freedom—'t is presumption. [ Aride, 
Ros. Yes, all shall be renounc'd, all that conspir'd 
To make my guilty situation wear 
The face of bliss ; splendour and affluence, 
All shall be given up, and well exchang'd, 
If they obtain remission for my crimes, 
. Abb, Some farther meaning lurks beneath these words, 
Which my foreboding fears dislike, [ Avide, 
Ros, My Henry 
I have solicited to this great purpose, 
Of my new-open'd, new enkindled mind. 
Abb, As I divin d Destruction to my views! [ Aride, 
Ros. Why turn'st thou from me? breathe thy pious comforts 
To nourish my resolves. 
Abb. Think'st thou, fond pupil, 
Thy paramour will yield to thy request ? 
Oh no! his passion is too much his master. 
Think'st thou, can he, who doats upon thy . 
Doats even to folly— 
Ros, Spare me, holy father—— 
Wound not my ear with one contemptuous word 
Against his dignity : I cannot bear it. 
Abb, My recollection, zealous for thy ease, 
Recalls the casual word. I grieve to see thee 
Misled by phantoms: but there is a way, 
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A clear and cettain way, to happiness, 
Which thou hast not descry'd. 
Ros. Inform me, father, 
How I may compass the religious ends 
My state demands, and my whole soul aspires to, 
Without disquieting my Henry's peace, 
And I will bless thee for it. 
Abb. Love alone 
Confers true honour on the marriage state. 
Without this sanction of united hearts, 
The sacred bond of wedlock is defil'd, 
And all its holy purposes o'erthrown, 
Rot. Be plain, good father. 
Abb. Happiness should crown 
The altar's rites—and Henry sure deserves 
To be supremely happy——thou alone 
Canst make him so. Need I say more? 
Ros. Speak on. 
Clear, unambiguous phrases best befit 
My simple sense. 
Abb, His union with the queen 
Cannot be term'd a marriage ; Heaven disdains 
The prostifuted bond, where hourly jars 
Pervert the bless'd intent ; thy vain retirement— 
What boots it Eleanor ? who now retains 
The name alone of queen ; or what avails 
The title of a wife? thou art th' espous'd 
Of his affections; let the church then shed 
Her holy sanction on your plighted loves; 
A pious duty calls, assert thy claim, 
Let thy fond lord divorce her from her state, 
And Rosamond shall mount the vacant throne. 
Ros, Thy specious arguments delude me not; 
My soul revolts against them, Hence, I scora 
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Thy further speech Have I not crimes enough? 
Have I not amply injur'd Henry 's wife. 
But I must further swell the guilty sum? 
Fly with thy wicked, thy pernicious schemes, 
To breasts whence every trace of good is banish'd, 
I am not yet so vile; t was Henry's self 
I lov'd, not England's king ; not for the wealth 
Of worlds, for all that grandeur can afford, 
The pride of dignity, the pomp of power, 
Nor even to fix my Henry mine alone, 
Will I advance one added step in sin, 
Or'plant another torment in her breast, 
hom too severely I have wrong'd already. [ Exit, 
Abb. Bane to this coward heart, that shrunk beneath 
The peevish outrage of a frantic girl! 
The vain presumer sorely shall repent 
Her bold licentious pride, that dar'd oppose 
Her upstart insolence *gainst my controul, 
Whose bidding should direct her ev'ry thought. 
Had she obey d, the doating king perchance 
Had rais'd the painted moppet to his throne, 
And by that deed, had lost his people's love ; 
A ready victim to the daring bands 
That threaten him around. That hope is lost— 


Neu schemes must be devis'd——all arts employ'd ; 


For nothing shall appease my fierce resentment 
Till the foul wounds giv'n to our mitred saint, 
Be deep aveng'd in Henry 's impious heart. [ Exit. 
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ACT IV. SCENE I. 
— —— —— 


The Palace. 


The AnBoOT atone, 


Ir shall be so the queen herself shall be 

My instrument of vengeance, both on Henry, 
And that audacious minion, who presum'd 

To disobey my dictates. This new project 

Cannot deceive my hopes: The haughty Eleanor, 
Fir'd by those demons, jealousy and Anger, 

Will set no bounds to her outrageous will, 
And she hath suffer d wrongs that might inflame 
A colder breast. But why recoils my heart 

At thought of harm to this presumptuous wanton ? 
Why feel reluctant strugglings, as if virtue 
Check d and condemn d my purpose? Tis not harm; 
Tis piety, 't is merey.— Will she not 

Be taken from a life of sin and shame: 

And plac'd where she, at leisure, may repent 

Her great offences ? This is giving her 

Her soul's desire.—But Eleanor, not I, 

Shall be the means. Night gathers round apace : 
Ascend, thick gloom, and with thy sable wings 
Veil Henry's peace for ever from his eyes! 


Enter the Quz x. 
Hail, honour'd queen ! 
Queen. Art thou a comforter ? 
Thine order calls thee such; but thou approachest 
Unlike the messenger of gladsome tidings : 
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Delay is in thy step, and disappointment 
Sits on thy brow. 
Abb, Oh, skillful in the lines, 
Which the mind pictures on th' obedient visage, 
Io speak her inward workings ! 
Queen. Thy * 
Have fail d? 
Abb. To thee I yield the palm of wisdom, 
Effective policy, and deep contrivance ; 
To thee resign it all. 
Queen, Lose not the moments 
In vain lamentings o'er mischances past : 
One project fail'd, another should be try'd, 
And former disappointments brace the mind 
For future efforts, and sublimer darings. x 
Abb. Thy noble spirit may perchance succeed 
Where all my arts have fail'd. I boast no power 
O'er this perverse, this self. directed wanton ; 
She seems new fram'd—her gentle disposition, 
Which erst was passive to instruction's breath, 
As vernal buds to zephyr's soothing gale, 
Is banish'd from her breast; imperious tones 
Exalt her voice, and passion warms her cheek. 
Queen. Whence can it spring, this new presumptuous change? 
Can she assume the port of arrogance ? 
See, whose soft looks and hypocritic meekness 
Have won admiring eyes and pitying tongues, 
While I am tax'd with warm and wayward temper, 
For that I have not meanness to conceal 
A just resentment for atrocious wrongs, - 
But bid them glow within my crimson cheek, 
And flash indignant from my threat'ning eye. 
3 
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Abb. The lures of greatness, and ambition's baits, 
Are eagerly pursu'd by soaring minds : 

When first their splendour is display'd before them, 
Anticipating hope exalts their brightness, 
And fires the wretched gazer, ev'n to frenzy. 

Queen, What hope—what greatness—what ambition ? Speak, 
Explain thy meaning, ease the gath'ring tumult 
That struggles here, and choaks me with its fullness. 

Abb. I fear to speak. 

Queen, Why fear? Look on me well ; 

I am a woman with a hero's heart, 
Be quick—be plain—thou hast no tale t' unfold, 
Can make me shudder—though it make me feel. 

Abb, Her wild imagination hurries her 
Beyond belief, or ev'n conception's limit ; 

Safely protected by the royal favour 
Of her great master (may I say his love?) 
| Queen, On with thy speech Dispatch! 

Abb. She threats defiance 
To every other power, and all controul : 

Bids me, with haughty phrase, no more assume 
The right to check her deeds ; exalts herself 
Above the peers and worthies of the realm : 
Nay, frantic in her fancied excellence, 
Becomes the rival in imperial rule, 

And plumes herself on future majesty. 

Qxeen. The traitress! but thou err'st, it cannot be: 
Thou hast mista'en her words; her coward heart 
Could not conceive such insolence of speech, 

Such arrogant presuming, 

Abb, In effect : 

All was express'd, though not in open terms : 
Hearts 80 determin'd, rarely speak their meaning, 
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Lest just prevention intercept their purpose: 

But thus much, in the fullness of her passion, 
Fell from her lips : let her a while enjoy 

(These were her words) her transitory greatness! 
Anon the beam may take a different poise ; 

The mistress may become th' exalted wife, 

The haughty wife become th' abandon'd mistress. 


Queen. Breath'd she those daring, those audacious accents, 


And doth the wretch survive it? Be it so! 


She only lives to gratify my vengeance. 
Ere the vain dreamer mount her airy throne, 


She shall be taught the power of royalty 


O'er her own littleness, her pigmy pride. 

Abb. You do not mean to see her? 

Queen, Yes—lI do— | 
She thirsts for honour ; I will shew it her; 
Will deign to set before her shrinking view 
Majestic Eleanor, th' exalted wife, 

And with a glance destroy her, 

Abb. All you seek 
May be obtain'd by this great condescension : 
Within your power, beneath your eye abash'd, 
Whelm'd with her crimes, and sbrinking in her fears, 
She'll crouch to any terms; bind her by oath 
No more to see your lord; or, if you doubt 
The efficacy of that tie, remove her | 
From the gay bower her infamy hath stain'd. 
Perform a holy work ; force her to quit 
'The wanton course of her abandon'd life, 

And in some dim secure retreat, where you 
Alone command, conceal the sorceress 
For ever from the godlike Henry's eyes. 
Queen, Oh, precious doctrine! learned comforter ! 
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Continue thus to counsel ; leave my heart, 
My dauntless heart, to execute thy schemes. 

Abb. When mean you— 

Queen. Now ; this night—my eager fury 
Brooks no delay—Thou must advise the hour. 

Abb. About the season when imperial Henry 
Speeds to his midnight penance at the convent; 

I will with nicest caution watch the moments 

Queen, And be my guide? 

Abb. Devoted to your bidding. 

Queen. But soft the means of our access did not 
This grand apostate to his nuptial bond, 

Contrive some childish toy, some subtle clue, 
Without whose aid enquiry's foot in vain 
Attempts to find the wanton's close retreat? 

Abb. He did; but that device is only praQtis'd 
When public duties call him from his realm; 

Then is the minion deep immur'd within 
The very heart of the obscure recess ; 

But now that he with frequent eye o'erlooks 
And watches his cag'd turtle, she enjoys, 

Free range of the whole bower, by few attended, 
And none but who submissive yield obedience 
To our grave habit and religious order, 

Queen. Enough, use wary watch—and hye with speed 
To my im e. soul. [Exit Abbot. 
Conceal her! yes, | 
In that deep cavern, that eternal gloom, 

Where all her shames may be conceal'd—in death ; 
Atonement less than this were insufficient 

To gratify my boundless thirst of vengeance. 

Long have they revell'd in the mighty pangs 

That rent my heart—"Tis now my turn to triumph, 
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When I behold the traitor sunk in grief, 

Plaining to her whose bosom will be cold 

To his distress, superior will I rise, 

Proudly exult in his severest pangs, 

Point at her lifeless coarse, for whom he scorn'd me, 
And loud exclaim in his afflicted ear, 


Behold the victim of despair and love. [ Exit, 
SCENE TI. 
An Apartment in the Bower. 


Enter ROSAMOND awvith a Letter, and ETHELINDA, 


Ros. No Ethelinda—Never from that hour, 
That fatal hour when first I sa my hero, 
Saw him returning from the field of war, 
In manly beauty, flush'd with glorious conquest, 
Till our last grievous interview, did Henry 
Shew word or look ungentle—Nay, even now, 
Here in the full distraction of his soul, 
O'er his strong woes soft tenderness prevails, 
And all the softness of unbounded love. 

Ethel. But what does he resolve? 

Ros. There, Ethelinda, 
He gives me fresh disquiet ; frenzy seems 
To guide his wayward pen; he talks of life 
As of a load he wishes to lay down, 
If I persist in my unnatural purpose, , 
For such he terms it. Canst thou think, my Henry, 
I suffer not affliction great as thine ? 


Yes, let the present tumults in my breast 


Be witness how I struggle with affection, 
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Stand up, and war with Nature's strongest power, 
In duty and religion's righteous cause. 


Ethel. And must your gentleness abide such trials, 


Such hard extremity of wretchedness ? 
Is here no middle course to steer ? 

Ros. Forbear! 
Seek not to tempt me from that proper sense 
Of my deep faults, which only can sustain me. 
In this sore trial; to remit my fervour, 
Were to be lost again. 

Ethel, He'll ne'er consent 
To yield you up, resign you to your woe, 
Unfriended, unsustain'd, to heave alone 
The bitter sigh and pour th' unpiticd tear. 

Ros. He says he will return to me, and soon; 
Then paints the anguish of his bleeding heart 
In unconnected phrase and broken periods; 
Adjures me, by our loves, no more to urge 
The hard request on which his life depends. 
Oh, did I ever think 1 could refuse 
What Henry ask'd—But this—It must not be 
Lend me thy arm, my friend, a sudden faintness 
Comes o'er me, and instinctive boadings whisper 
I $hall not long survive my Henry's loss. 

Ethel. Oh, chide them from you! at the sad idea 
My sorrows stream afresh. 

Ros. Weep not for that, 
'Tis my best comfort. In the grave alone 
Can I find true repose, that quiet haven 
Whereto the wretched voyager in life, 
(Whose little helpless bark long time hath strove 
*Gainst the rude beatings of tumultuous guilt,) 
Oft casts an ardent look, an eager wish, 
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To gain a shelter there from future storms. 
Ethel. Let me conduct thee to the cheering breeze, 
Thy looks are pale. 
Ros. Oh, thou, that art all mercy, [ Knees, 
Look down, indulgent, on the child of frailty ; 
With pity view her errors, and instruct her 


How to obtain returning peace and pardon. [ Going, 


Enter CL1FFORD, in his dieguite. 


Cl:;F. Stay thee, fair mourner, wherefore dost thou shun 
The messenger of comfort? 
Ros. Ethelinda! 
What voice was that ? My startled fancy wakes 
New terrors ! Yet it cannot be 
Clif. My daughter! 
Ros. All gracious Heaven! 't is he 
Cliff. Oh, let me clasp her 
To a fond father's aged breast, and call 
Her sinking spirit from the shades of death. 
Ethil. Oh, reverend stranger, if thou be'st her father, 
With gentle voice allure her; do not cast 
"The frown of anger on her meek distress ; 
Her softness cannot bear it. 
Clif. Fear not, virgin! 
Assist to raise her—the returning blood 
Faintly renews its course! her timid eye 
Speaks painful apprehension. 
Ros, Where is fled, - 
That rev'rend form? Even now it hover'd o'er me, 
Sent by kind Heaven, the sacred delegate a 
Of comfort and protection. 
_ Clif. Rosamond !— 
Nay ! turn not from me—do not shun my sight, 


[ Faints, 
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In pity shrink not from a father's eye, 


Who comes to chace thy sorrows; comes to shed 
Some pious drops o'er thy aſſſicted heart, | 
Ere he is mingled with the dust. 

Ros. Thus lowly 

Bent to the earth, with abjeR eye that dares not 
Look up to that much-injur'd rev'rend face, 

Let me implore thy pardon. 

Clif. Rise, my child, 

Oh rise, and let me gaze on that lov'd form, 
Which once was all my comfort. 

Ros. But which now 

You look upon with anger and disgust. 

My crimes deserve it all. 

Clif. Nay, meet my eye— 

Survey me well : dost thou behold therein 

A rigid judge? Oh no, the father melts 

In these fast-streaming tears. 

Ros. Has pitying Heaven 

Heard the sad prayer of such a guilty wretch, 
And granted, in the moment of affliction, 

A parent's presence, and returning blessing, 

To his repentant child ! 

Clif. Dost thou repent ?— 

And didst thou wish once more to see thy father ? 
Dry up thy tears, and answer me with firmness; 
Dost thou repent Hast thou the fortitude 
To break the fatal tye, that link'd thy soul, 

To lawless love, and all its false alfurements ? 
Canst thou look up, with steady resolution, 


Io that great Power who loves repentant hearts, 
And say thou wilt no more transgress ? 
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Ros, I can, | 
I can, my father; that all-seeing Power, 
To whom thou hast appeal'd, canwitness for me, 
I have renounc'd the paths of sin and shame, 
And mean to spend my sad remains of life 
In deep contrition for my past offences. 

Cliff. To find thee thus is rapture to my soul! 
Enter my breast, and take again possession 
Of all the fondness that I ever bore thee.— 


By my best hopes, when in thy smiling youth 


Mine eye hath hung enamour'd on thy charms, 
Thou shew'dst not then so lovelily as now, 
Dress'd in these graceful penitential tears. 

Ros. Oh, my father! 
And may I still look up to thee with hope 
That the dear love and tenderness, thy breast 
Once cherish'd for thy darling Rosamond, 
Is not extinguish'd quite ! 

Cliff. Alas, my child! 
I am not lost to nature and her ties. 
We are all frail : preach stoicks how they will. 
I is not a parent's duty to cast off, | 
But to reclaim, the wanderer of his blood.— 
One question more, on that depends my peace— 
Shall I behold my child redeem'd from shame, 
Or must I sink with sorrow to the grave, 
Ere this great business of my soul's accomplish'd ? 


Res. Command my heart; can I, thus lost to goodness, 
Assuage thy cares, and soften the decline 


Of weary nature? say, my dearest father, 
And by the zeal of my obedience, prove 
The truth of my contrition. 
Clif. Hear me then, 
Thou darling of my bosom !—Westward hence, 
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On the slow rising of a fertile hill, 
A virtuous dame, of honourable race, 
Hath founded and endow'd a hallow'd mansion 
To pure devotion's purposes assign'd, 
No sound disturbs the quiet of the place, 
Save of the bleating flocks and lowing herds, 
And the meek murmurs of the trilling stream, 
That flows sweet-winding through the vale beneath; 
No objects intercept the gazer's eye, 
„ But the neat cots of neighb'ring villagers, 
„% Whose lowly roofs afford a pleasing scene 
«« Of modest resignation and content. 
There piety, enamour'd of the spor, 
Resides ; there she inspires her holy fervour, 
Mild, not austere ; such piety, as looks 
With soft compassion upon human frailty, 
And sooths the pilgrim-sinner to embrace 
Repentant peace beneath her holy roof.— 
Say, wilt thou quit, for such serene delights, 
his gay abode of shame? 

Ros. I will, my father; 
My wish invites to such a soft retreat. 
Oh, lead me forth! 

Cl;F. Thy words give added PWR 
To my weak frame, and warm my languid blood. 


59 


Some two hours hence, when midnight veils the globe, 


Disguis'd, as now, in this religious garb, 

Again expect me, to redeem thee hence, 

And guide thy steps to that abode of bliss ——— 

Here break we off 
Ros. Once more thy blessing on me, 

While I pour forth the silent gratitude 

Of my full soul for thy returning love, 


[ Knee ling . 
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Clif. You as PEO my child, receive it. 
[ Embracing ber. 


Oh, the supreme delight t will be, to see thee 
Restor'd to holy peace and soft content, 
And sometimes share thy converse; then devote 
My lonely intervals to ceaseless prayer, 
That Heaven will pour on thy repentant heart 
Its healing mercy, and its promis d grace! [ Exit, 
Res. Propitious Power, who chear'st the mourner's spirit, 
Accept my boundless thanks—thy pitying goodness 
Inspir'd my father's heart, and sent him hither 
To succour and sustain me, Oh, continue 
Thy strength'ning fervour, that I may not shrink 
rom the great task I have begun, but rise 
An object worthy thy returning grace 
« Ethel. My gentle mistress, 1 partake your transport, 
« Yet apprehension checks the rising joy. 
% What agonies will pierce your Henry's heart— 
% Ros. Peace, on thy life! seek not to wake again 
* Those thoughts which I must huch within my breast; 
% The lover is forgot; what Clifford's daughter 
Leaves unperform'd, Clifford himself will perfect. 
* That tongue, whose wholesome counsels Henry wont, 
% In early life, to listen and obey ; 
* That heart, which lov'd his virtues, will again 
« Exert its power, and win him to applaud 
The minister of peace, who leads me hence 
« To that asylum my offences claim.” [ Exeunt. 


— — CS 


V. 


*. 


l 


AaV. OR, THE FALL OF ROSAMON D, 61 


ACTV. SCENE I. 
——————— 


The Bower. Table with Tapers, &c. Enter Ros amowr and 


ETHELINDA. 


Rosamond. 

Ts it the vain suggestion of my fears, 
Or do unwonted sounds, and buzzing murmurs, 
Ride in each breeze? | 

Ethel. 'T is fancy's coinage, all ; 
Your mind, alarm'd lest any thwart event 
Should interrupt this night's important business, 
Creates false terrors. | 

Ros. Twice within this hour 
Hath it presented to my tortur'd sight 
My father in the agonies of death, 
Gasping and pale, and stretching forth his hands 
To me for aid and pity. 

Ethel. When suspense 
And expectation hold dominion o'er 
The agitated bosom, these illusions 
Are busy to torment us. 

Ros. Angels speed him 
In safety to me! and console my Henry, 
When he shall seek his Rosamond in vain 
Around this once-lov'd bower ! When thou behold'st him, 
O] can it be a crime to leave a sigh, 
One soft adieu for him, who was so dear?) 
Say, Ethelinda, that I left these walls 
Not with a harden'd, but a tutor'd mind, 
Not desp'rate, but resolv'd ; arm'd with that due, 
That holy resolution, which becomes 
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My state and purpose; and when busy memory 
Recalls the sad idea of our loves, 
(Too oft, alas! I fear 't will press my mind) 
I'll pour my fervent prayers, that bliss and honour 
May crown the hero's days! 
Ethel. I will do all 
My mistress bids ; but must I stay behind ? 
Must I renounce the sweet companionship, 
Her gentleness and soft humanity 
Have taught me to esteem my highest bliss? 
Ros, This once, obey—this night's great business done, 
I claim no duty more; but when the storm 
Shall be o'er-blown, and all be calm again, 
If aught of good befall my after-hours, 
Thou, Ethelinda, halt partake it with me. 
Go now, collect together those dear pledges, 
(The only treasure I shall carry hence,) 
My Henry's letters; my o'er-harrass'd spirits 
Would sink beneath the task. | [ Exit Ethel, 
Ill-boding fears 7 
Possess me still; such as I oft have heard 
Haunt the sick couch, death's sable harbingers. 


Enter the QuzzN, with a Bowl and Dagger. 


Queen, Ay, there the trait'ress sitss Who could surmise 
Guilt kept abode in such an angel-form ? 
Approach, thou beauteous fiend ! Well may'st thou start, 
"Tis Eleanor that calls; she comes to wake thee 
From the vain dream, which thou hast long enjoy'd, 
To justice and atonement, 

Res. Shield me, powers, 
From that wrong'd form! my fears are all explain'd ! 
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Queen. No power can shield thee now— Thy prayers are 
fruitless ; | 
Now cry in vain to him who hath undone thee, 


Who robb'd thee of thy innocence of heart, 


And taught thee to be rival to a queen. 
Ros, Most injur'd Majesty, thus to the earth 
I bow myself before thee ; 1 confess 
My heinous crimes; I sink beneath their weight: 
Yet, oh! take pity on a hapless creature 
Misled by fatal love, immers'd in guilt, 61.34 
And blinded to the evils that ensued ! het 
Queen. And plead'st thou that in thy defence, fond wretch, 
Which loudest cries against thee? Knew'st thou not 
Who Henry was, what were his noble ties? 
How did thy passion dare aspire so high? 
Thou should'st have sought within thine own degree 
Mates for thy wanton hours; then had'st thou not 
Debas'd a monarch in his people's eyes, 
Nor wak'd the vengeance of an injur'd queen. 
Ros. Alas, thou look'st on me as on a wretch 
Familiar with pollution, reconcil'd 
To harden'd guilt, and all its shameless arts ; 
I am not such. Night's holy lamps can witness 
What painful sighs my sad afflicted heart 
Have heav'd, what streaming tears my eyes have pour'd, 
To be releas'd from the pernicious snare 
Wherein I was involv'd! 
Queen, Those sighs and tears, 
Had true contrition been their holy source, 
Should have inspir'd thy heart to break the 8nare, 
Aud set itself at freedom. | 
Ros. O! 'tis true 


They should; but in my rebel breast they found 
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Too strong resistance; love hath 2 my fault, 
My bane, my ruin 
O let this very weakness plead my cause 
Within your royal breast ; revolve, great queen, 
How you have lov'd, and let those tender feelings 
Win you to pity mel 

Queen. [ Aide.) What witchery | 
Of language hangs upon this Circe's tongue ? 
Why droops my resolution? rouse thee, Eleanor, 


Remember the great cause that brought thee hither, 


Nor let a harlot's sigh, or treach'rous tear, 
Subdue thy fortitude. 
Ros. What shall I do 
To humble me yet lower in thy sight? 
What form of language shall my lips adopt 
To move thy merey? I confess my crimes, 
Confess their heinousness, and sue for pardon : 
Can I do more; Even Heaven is won by tears, 
By contrite heart, and fervent supplication : 
Shalt thou be harder to appease—0 hear! 
A woman's weakness claims a woman's pity. 
Exert that dignity of soul that rises 
Above resentment to a pleaded wrong, 
And teach me how to make atonement, 
Queen, Hence! 
Encroaching weak ness ! coward _ abjure it— 
Think on thy mighty wrongs—Arm thee to meet 
My words with noble firmness! Death alone 
Appeases Eleanor's insulted love. 
Ros, Death, said'st thou? Death O yet 
Queen. Behold, deluder ! 
I will not stain me in thy blood 1 this cup 
Contains thy doom. 


4 V. 


[ Aride, 
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Rot. Oh! do not bid me die, 
Steep'd as I am in guilt; clos'd in a convent, 
Where Heaven's clear air and animating light 
Ne'er found an entrance; let me be condemn'd 
To all the hardships ever yet devis'd ; 
Or banish me to roam far-distant realms, 
Unfriendly climates, and unsocial wastes, 
So thou afford me some remaining hours 
To reconcile my soul to that great summons, 
When Heaven shall deign to call. 

Que n. Prophane no more 
The name of Eeaven with thy polluted breath, 
Thou who hast spurn'd its laws! Justice demands 
Thy forfeit life, Thou shalt no more mislead 
A monarch's noble mind ; no more devise 
Insiduous art, to work a queen's disgrace : 
1hou shalt not live to rob her of her rights, 
Her lord's affection, and imperial pride, 
That thou mayst seize the abdicated seat, 


And triumph in her fall. 


Ros. By Heaven's pure grace, 
My mind ne'er harbour'd such an impious thought! 
Queen, Heap not fresh crimes, thou hast enough already, 
Ros, Have I no evidence on this side Heaven ? 
And must I fall alone, unjustified ? 
Where is the holy Abbot? Where my Henry? 
Queen, Thy Henry! thine !———-That word hath fit d anew 
My failing spirit. Drink! 
Ros, Yet, yet, relent 
Queer, Drink ! or this poignard searches every vein 
Ros. Is there no pity ? None ?—This awful silence 
Hath answer'd me, and I intreat no more. 
Some greater power than thine demands my life ; 
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Fate summons me; I hear, and I obey— 

O, Heaven! if crimes like mine may hope forgiveness, 

Accept a contrite heart ! [ Drin's, 
Queen, O, beauteous witch! 

Hadst thou been less alluring, or had I 

Forgot to love, thou hadst not met this fate. [ Avide, 
Ros. Thou art obey'd—Once more I bend before thee— 

Nay, harden not thy heart to the last accents 

Of a poor wretch, that hurries to her grave, 

Look, lock upon me; I behold thee not 

With unforgiving and resentful eyes; 

I deem thee but the destin'd instrument 

Of righteous Heaven, to punish my misdeeds. 
Queen. A flood of agony o'erwhelms my soul, 

And all my pride and rage is wash'd away. [ Azides 
Ros. Now cast an eye of pity on my tears, 

Now, in these awful, these tremendous moments, 

Thou canst not doubt my truth. By my warm hopes 

Of mercy at that thro all must bow, 

My only crime was lovg/ No power on earth 

Could have impell'd me to a further wrong 

Against thy state or peace. 
Queen, I must believe thee— 

What then remains for me; O rise, and wreak 

Thy vengeance on my now-relenting rage. 

Behold these tears—My wrongs are all forgot— 

Excess of passion, love that knew no bounds, 

Drove me with execrable haste, to act 

What now I would resign all earthly bliss 

To have undone again. 

Ning. [within.) Seize all that haunt 

These winding avenues—let none escape. 
Ros. Ah me! that voice! 
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Queen. "Tis Henry's ; let him come, 
And take his share of mis'ry. 


Enter the Kix, Eruglix DA, and Attendants, with Torches, 


King. Where, where is sbe? 
O fell, vindictive fiend, what horrid act 
Hath thy dark rage been dealing? 
Queen, Mad revenge! 


Ethel. Lo! the dread means! all this my mind foretold, 


When the queen's train first met my startled eye. 

Ros. Ev'n now my flitting spirit is on the wing; 
The deadly draught runs thro' my scorching blood, 
I feel it at my heart—O, Henry ! Henry !— 


King. Malicious rage, thou rid'st the lightning's flash 


To execute thy vengeance! Ethelinda, 

Thy zeal was cool, thy expedition slow, 

Compar'd to that fell tyrant's rapid heat. 

Lift up thine eyes O! do not leave me yet 

Why melts compassion in thy languid looks ? 

The flames of fury should be kindled there, 

'Gainst him who left thee to invading Fate, 

Who saw not thy distress, heard not thy cries, 

When black revenge was pouring torments on thee !— 
O cruel woman, unrelenting fiend !— 

Ros, Calm, calm thy mind ; vent not thy fury there, 
Her wrongs cried loud, and her great heart is wrapt 
In sorrow for the deed. 

Ring. What now avails it? 

Compunction should have sprang when she beheld 
The streaming tears course one another down 

Thy beauteous cheek, and read the speechless grief 
Of thy imploring eyes.— 0! was it thus 


I thought to see my Rosamond again !— 
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Hath fury, like an eastern- blast, destroy d 
The sweetest, loveliest flower that ever bloom'd ? 
But I will die beside thee ; never more 
Revisit cheerful day, nor dream of comfort, 
When thou art parted from me. 

Ros. Cease, O! cease 
These useless plainings ; consecrate to peace 
The few remaining moments—nor let rage 
Impel thy soul to meditate revenge 
For a poor wreteh, who justly thus atones 
Her numerous crimes. O, royal Eleanor! 
Hear these last accents—Howsoe'er I lov'd, 
However guilty | have seem'd to you, 
This very night I had resolv'd to leave 
These fatal walls, and, by my father's guidance, 
Devote my future days to penitence, 

King. Doth not thy blood, like mine, halt in thy veins, 
And chill the seat of life ? 

Ros, Extend thy pity, 
( cannot wrong thee further) grant me now 
One moment to indulge the tender feelings 
Of hapless love, and breathe a fond adieu, 
Ere this poor harrass'd spirit quit my breast. 

King. Why this compassion to the wretched cause 

Of all thy miseries! I am the source 
Of every pang, that feeds on thy lov'd heart— 
Of this thy fatal end, —Reproach, revile me 
Do any thing but look thus kindly on me, 
And I will struggle with my mighty woes, 
Taught by thy great example, 

« Ros O, my Henry! 
Let not the sad remembrance of my fate 
« Sit on thy heart, nor call my present state 
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« A misery; I wish'd some sure retreat 
« From grief and shame, and Heaven hath heard my prayer,” 
Queen. Unhappy victim of my blinded fury, 
I almost envy thee thy present state; 
Thou soon wilt be at ease; while I must live 
To all the torments which a guilty mind 
Inflicts upon itself. 
King. Canst thou feel thus, 
Yet couldst remain obdurate to her tears, 
And deaf to her intreaties ? 
Queen. A deed like this 
Was foreign to my heart, had not the fraud 
Been pour'd into my ears, that I was meant 
To be divorc'd for ever from thine arms, 
Be made an outcast from thy bed and throne, 
That she might rise my substitute in all. 
King. W hat black-soul'd dæmon could possess thy mind 
With such a hellish falschood ? 
Oueen, He—that fiend ! 


CLirroRD brought on in his dirguize. 


King. Wretch, take thy death. 
Ros. Forbear! [ Faints, 
Clif. Strike, Henry, strike! [ Dizcovers himself, 
Why start'st thou back ? I shrink not from the blow; 
New woes assail me at that sinking object, 
And all thy sword can do is mercy now. 
King. Thou night, in tenfold darkness close me round, 
From that much-injur'd form 
Clif. My child, my child, 
Oh! wake, and let me once more hear thy voice. 
Speak, speak, my Rosamond ; tell my sad heart 
What further woe awaits it. Hath Affliction 
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Robb'd me of sense? or do I see the pangs 
Of ruthless death within thy struggling eye ? 
Ros. Thou dost, my father; let me bless thy goodness, 
Ere speech forsake me; thou art come to execute 
Thy pious promise Fate prevents thy care, 
And I submit. My penitential tears, 
My hopes of heavenly mercy, and thy pardon, 
Alleviate death's sharp terrors. 
Cl;F. O! what hand 
Hath robb'd me of the latest ray of hope, 
That trembling glitter'd on my eve of life ? 
Deuten. In me behold the murderer of thy peace! 
Vent thy reproaches, load me with thy curves, 
I bear them all; high as I am in rank, 
And proud in heart, I bend to make atonement, 
My rage unsex'd me; and the dire remembrance 
Will ever haunt my mind, 
King. It will have vent. 
Lo, injur'd Clifford, Henry kneels before thee ! 
Henry, who spurn'd the holy ties of friendship, 
The kindly brotherhood of human nature, 
And robb'd thee of thy child ; yet let me * 
My penitential with thy pious tears ; 
O'er this lov'd form, for whom my heart weeps blood. 
Res, Peace, peace, a moment! let my parting spirit 
Glide gently hence ; death hurries on apace. 
O! welcome! hide me in thy peaceful breast 
From the dread horrors that surround me here. — 
Confusion, shame, oppress my languid thoughts 
In this dread moment. Ve, much-injur'd, pour 
Compass ion on me now! Thou, royal Eleanor 
Thou best of fathers—O forgive And thou, 
Beloved Henry !——Oh !—— [ Dies, 
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King. Art thou then gone ? 
And did thy dying looks and words speak pardon 
To thy destroyer? In that parting sigh 
The meekest, kindest spirit took its flight, 
That ever held abode in human breast. 
O, sorrowing Clifford! how shall I atone 
Thy bleeding injuries ? 
C F. It needs not, Henry; 
My child lies dead before me Tis enough 
One grave will hold us both—my failing heart 
Hath but few drops of life's warm stream remaining, 
Grief soon will drink them all— 
King. What now can fate do more ? 
Rain, eyes, rain everlasting floods of tears 
O'er this sad monument of lawless love. 
* Queen, If thy torn heart can spare from its own anguish 
* A moment's respite, hear! Thou knew'st me, Henry 
Was cruelty an inmate of this breast, 
„ When thou wert kind and constant? think what pang 


1 must have felt, ere wrought to this black deed. 


« Let that reflection win one pitying tear 
For all my suff rings, and I ask no more. 
« King. It shall be so; and we will reign together 
© In solemn, sad, uncomfortable woe.” 
Queen, Henry, farewell! the hand that's foul with murder, 
(Bear witness, Heaven!) shall ne'er be clos'd in thine, 
To the sad cloister and repentant prayer 
I give my future life. Hail, gloomy shades! 
Ye best befit the execrable wretch, 
Who, daring to assume the bolts of vengeance, 
Dealt desolation with unbounded fury, 
And shew'd the faults, she meant to punish, slight, 
Compar'd to her, and her atrocious crimes, [ Exit Queen, 
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King. In this great deed thou hast out- gone thy Henry, / 

Peace to thy troubled soul! Ye hapless pair, 

Accept these tears, for ever will they flow, 

While memory recalls this dreadful scene. 
Here let the gay teducer turn his eyes, 
And tee the dread effefts of lawless love © 
Learn, 'tis no single crime—the mucbię a prradi 
To all the dearest ties of sacial life, 
Net only the deluded wirgin's heart 
Fall: the rad wvittim of his trait'rous art, 
But oft, a prey to one licenti us deed, 
The friend, the lover, and the parent bleed. 
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EPILOGUE. 


Written by C. CO LM AN, Eq. 
Spoken by Miss BARSANTI. 


GREAT and fair ladies ! Lords gallant and mighty! 
Behold a female—fresh from Otaheite. 

Stretch to the rwuthern ocean your idea, 

And view, in me, the Princess Oberea, 


Full three long hours I've lat, with mother d rage, 
To hear the nonsense of your tragic stage, 
To see a queen majestically rwagger, 
A bowl in this hand, and in this a dagger; 
To stab or poison ( cruel inclination ) 
A maid, who gave a husband contolation. 


Ah, ladies ! no such queen at Otaheite ; 
Love there has rozes—wwithout thorns to fright ye; 
Frolic our days, and to compleat our joy, 
A Coterie's form'd—'t is call d the Arreoy, 
Where love is free and general as the air, 
And cry beau gallants with i fair; 
No ceremony binds, no rule controuls, 
But love, the only tyrant of our sonls ! 


But pleasare's foreign to these northern climes, 
And love, I hear, unknown in these dull times: 
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Newer was maiden in these days caught tripping, 
Never was wife on plearure's ice found slipping : 
True to their lords, to gallantry ne'er prone, 
Divorces are 10 rare, the name's scarce known. 


Vet in our southern air—at least, I'm told 
Nor French nor Englizhmen were quite 0 cold; 
And, if your poet of to-night ay true, 

Love formerly warm d British ladies too; 
And ladies of old times perhaps might plead, 
That modern ladies are the self-same bred. 


There is a place, I'm told, call'd Doctor's Commons, 
Whence husbands issue to false wives dread summons ; 
For each pretends, an all- ficient elf, 

To keep a lady to his precious te. f. 

Yet man, proud man, from Oberea know, 
That female follics on your follies grow, 

And all your hopes of canstancy are vain, 

If marriage binds not in a mutual chain. 
Fin cold 5heets ye leave poor Nell to sleep, 
And tome fair Rose in Covent-Garden keep ; 
Think of the ills that wake domestic atriſe, 
The heaviest care of all the cares of life— 

A tempting mistress, and an angry wife . 


Far you, ye fair, whom conscinus virtue arms, 
And with her graces heightens beauty's charms, 
Hear a frail gitter on your pity call, 

And save fair Rosamond @ recond Fall! 
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NEW EPILOGUE, 
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On the 15th Night of Performance, 
WRITTEN AND SPOKEN BY THE AUTHOR. 


No mire to painful doubts and fears a prey, 
Your kind indulgence chaces them away ; 
Before your smiles each apprehension flies, 
And heart-fclt gratitude the place aupplies. 


Bless be the land, and doubly blest the age, 
When no rude prejudice controuls the stage, 
But vn the humblest in the muses' train“ 
May find his efforts not employ'd in vain ! 


What fat ring dew-drops to the teeming earth, 
That ell each sligbtett grain, and give it birth, 
What the mn's lib ral and creative por, 

That b:ams a beauty on the smallest flaau r, 
Such your indulgent «miles, which can di fuse 


A warmth and vigour to the feeblest mute, 


Supply each native weakness and d:fed, 
And prove, at once, the cause and the ect. 


But let the bard, on whoce deficient line 
Your nurt ring candour may propitizus shine, 
Still keep in grateful mind, whence springs the ray 
That gilds with grace his insufficient lay, 
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And of that grace how small a chare he draws 
From his desert, how much from your applause ; 

Ad 5hould thenceforth the foster'd mute arite 
{ Largely indulg'd for small abilities 
To further efforts, by your favour fir d, 

Check not the ardour, which yourselves intpir d; 

But «till extend your kind protecting aid, 

And patronize the bard, yourzebves have made. 
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